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ways there is courage and the hint
of fire—that fire of life which may
burn but without which there would
be only the Dark House, terror, loss
and- loneliness, It s a hook into
the writing of which has gone much
experience of life and a stout ap-
prenticeship to art, and which ex-
presses a philosophy that is kind and
wise because it has looked deep into
the hearts of men and women—un-
dismayed by the evil there because
it has found the good hoth stronger
and more vital. H. H. OSKISON.

s

THE FIRST PERSON SINGULAR.
By Willilam Rose Bénet. Qeorge H.
Doran Company.

HIS is Mr. Benet's first appear-

ance as a novelist, although
L it Is far from being a first
book. We shall doubtless hear so
many references to him as “one of
the ablest of our younger writers,”
that it may be worth while to point
out that he is no tyro, and that
Wwhile a man still on the under side
of forty is entitled to be called
young one does not need to suggest
callow youth of him. It is more to
the point to observg that Mr. Benet |
s writimr out of a futl maturity, of
experience with life and a quite
grown-up understanding. He has
heen giving us poetry of a very high
order for a good many years, and |
he has also been long recognized ns"
an essayist and critic whose opinions
count for something.

Thus he comes to the undertaking
of writing a novel with an unusu-
ally well ripened knowledge of tech-
ni¢ and full sophistication., He
demonstrates in this story that he
has the narrative faculty in addi-
ton to the great gifts he has al-
ready displayed. 1t Is a very good
story, Indeed, bhoth in its central
theme and in execution. If it is not
entirely or unqualifiedly a success
that may be because it is some-
times a Jittle too artful, even some-
times uhnecessarily complex. He
makes too much of the mystification
and misunderstanding among his
people toward the end of the book,
which is a bit too long drawn out.

The mechanism of his narrative is
quite out of the common forms, but
he controls it smoothly, so that it
performs to strikingly good effect.
The scheme is somewhat of the
technic of the theater, and its most
potent element is its irony of situa-
tion. The plot throughout is trans-
Jueent . to the reader. It Is not
wholly a game played with all the
cards face down, but, to revert to
the theater for illustration, the audi-
ence is ;always aware of what s
going on, being in the comfidence of
the dramatist, but the acters them-
selves are not. The spectator knows
just who each masquerading char-
acters really is and what may be
expected, but the people on the
stake do not. It gives room for an
abundance of fine “situations,” and
the writer makes the most of them.

To any of the numerous admirers
of his verse it is hardly necessary to
say that the verbal finish, the polish
of the style is admirable, though
now and’ then there is a kind of
staccato touch that is not alto-
gether happy. One would not notice
it at all except in the care of so
fine a stylist,

The character drawing 13 always
subtle, penetratingly intelligent, deli-
cate and given in chromatic com-
pleteness, The men are especially
good, with perhaps a little qualifi-
cation as to Richard, one of the
leading gentlemen, who iz occa-
=lonally a little stagey. But as to
that who is not sometimes a little
stagey im-real life?

The motive of the story—or
stories, for it Is really a composite of
several distinet but nicely interwoven
threads—is the difficult functioning |
of An artistic conscience and the
troubles  such an uncomfortable
possession may create for {ts owner.
It is present in two feminine incar-
nations: ‘a lady who started out
with lofty ideals, had a hard time
of it, and was clever enough to turn
to excessively popular pot boiling,
and another lady, who had the true
divine fire and was unable to do
anything but keep it burning at

high pressure until she is almost
consumed in the steady confagra-
tion. Flora (to use one of her

names) has written ten best sellers
when the story opens, but she is
fully aware of just how bhad they
are. Her ronscience at iast gets
the better of her and she decides to
remrm—ea?ecwl}' us sha can. now
affor to 8o'so,

At that pointone 45, It w-‘bm
not quite convinced, Is it really

possible for the possesgor of true
genius to produce, daliberately, and

for purely commercial reasons sen-|and to keep the apparitions he sees much too talkative. Stevenson car-
| ried that just as far as it is safe; %o

timentality to suit the half million
audience? One rather suspects that |
the maker of such popular successes |
must believe in them and enjoy do-l
ing them to succeed. Has any one |

‘ever suspected Harold Bell Wright |

of being capable of a “Trilby” for ex- | |
ample or, let us say, another “Pen- |
dennis"?

Nevertheless Mr. Benet “gels
away with it” well enough, and|
Flora is an engagingly feminine
creature, One ends by belicving in
her, The other girl is a shadowy
figure, for the most part in the
background, but tensely real when
she does malterialize, Tlhe other
women, the youthful Bessie and the
vinegary village gossips are mas-
terpieces of character drawing.

One of the finest eclements in the
book is the picture of the Penn-
sylvania village, or =mall town, to
which Flora makes a theatrical re~|
treat when her conscience drives
her away from pot boiling. Most
of the play is staged there, and the
atmosphere of it all is perfect. 8o,
too, he is entirely happy in his
skeiches of the magazine editorial
rooms, with jts eccent-ic lions
Zently roaring about the premises,
In all his stage scenery he is mani-
festly working from the living
model with a masterly sureness of
outline and accuracy of detail.

The movement ¢f the plot is ex-
ceedingly  intricate, but entirely
orderly. It is a_process of picking
up one thread after another and
weaving them all together into a
final pattern: a process that de-
mands the reader's attention. But
this book is not for the slipshod
superficial reader. Reduced to its
skeleton the plot is even a little
melodramatic, but it is all made
thoroughly -alive, The book leaves
one with the certainty that if he
cares to mo Mr, Benet can produce
novels that will find a lasting place
in Amerlcan literature, This one is
after something of a towr de foree,
but the force is there—dynamic
enough and well in hand.

H. L. PANGEORN.

THE HAUNTING. By C, A, Dawson-
Beott, Alfred A. Knopf.

MATEURS of the creepy In fic-

tion, the ghost story that

makes one apprehensive of
dark corners, and leaves one with the
conviction that whatever Sir Arthur
Conan Doyle and other Spiritualists
may or may net have “préved,” the
spook can be a tremendously real
thing in literature will find a ban-
quet to their taste in this extraordi-
nary story. Amd it i85 a great deal
more than a ghost story. It isa very
knowingly worked out psychological
study, not merely of the inexplicable
but aleo of every day mortals who
are nol at all visionary. It is one of
a series of four novels, dealing with
the “handicaps of life” in a large way,
staged for the most part in Cornwall
and told in truly moving manner,
Some of the author's earlier stories,
“The Headland” and “The Rolling
Btone,” have received considerable
critical approval, both here and in
England, but her work should be
more widely known. It is. very far
above the average both in technique
and in the orignality of her thought,

The way is methodically prepared
for the creation of the “Ha'nt,” The
redader is practically notified early in
the story that Pascoe, the younger of
the two Corlyn brothers, is golng to
be made into a ghost by Gale, his
miserly elder brother., The author's
management of the atmosphere of
apprehension, of the feeling of a
coming herror, is uniquely impres-
sive, The brothers disagree “about
money, and you know that Gale js
going to be the murderer, but there
Is nothing downright or clumsy
about the narrative. And there Is a
shudder in it when the two brothers
are carrying on an apparently com-
monplace dialogue, merely about
Paseot's Intended voyage to the West
Indies and o possible return,

“When you come back, Pascoe?"

“I shall come back, you see If I
don't."”

"Don’t make too sure."™

“When a chap wants (o come back
he comes." |

“You think you'll want to come?" ]

“Certain sure 1 shall*

An entirely innocent,
conversation, but the anticipatory |
irony of it is shivery. Pastoe Is .'il.lil—|
ably polsoned—he wags'a bad lot, and
one witstes no sympiathy on him—and
he does “come back.” The method of
his coming is also unique. He ma-
terializes very slowly, methodically
and in an locreasingly halp-raising

unimporiant

manney; Wt It isn't fair to bétray
too mueh. > -
Another striking element in it is|

| Gale's

own consideration of the'
ghost, his attempts to rationalize .t

in their proper perspective. The
gradual congquest of him by the
“Ha'nt" is superbly elaborated, detall |
upon detail, to the necessarily hor-
rific final scene.

Interwoven with the ghostly theme,
an essential part of it, is the love|
story of the middle aged Morwenna
| and Gale, Very rarely anywhere in
fiction has such a difficult and in-
herently dangerous thema been so|
acutely developed. It becomes al
poignant drama, going deep into the |
roots of human passion—always with
full dignity and always free from any
mawkishness; a rarely frank han-
dling of elemental things that never
offends.

There is also a wvalue above the
common in the local colew.of the tale
and in the subsidiary people. It ie a
Cornjsh village done with the mi-
nuteness of detal! of a Dutch land-
scape painter, but always in sound
perspective and in full color. The old
“witeh,” Rebecca; the sturdy, stodgy,
kindly young farmer, Denzil, who|
miurties the abandoned Jenifer (the
Birl whom PPascoé has seduced and
from whom he is about to run away
when he is poisoned), and Antiks, the
complaisant  serving woman—all
these merit particular study and ap-
proval, as of intgrest in themselves,

It Is not & book that will appeal
greatly to the immature or super-
ficial reader, but it is likely to stick
in the memory of the more discern-
ing whe may happen upon it. If de-
cided originality—originality that is
not merely bizarre or extravagant—
is entitled to particular attention the
author of this etory should be singled |
out of the crowd of more or less pro-|
ficient writers of the day, for there Is
no one else who is producing just
thiz kind of story.

HENRY WALKER.

THE UNSPEAKABLE,GENTLEMAN.
By J. P. Marquand. Charles Scrip-
ner's Sons.

R. MARQUAND has been
M loudly announced as a
“new kind of writer in his
Eeneration,” and it is true that not
many among to-day’s aspiring youth
are turning toward the type of ro-
mance he has chosen, but there Is
nothing whatever new about him ex-
cept his own very pleasant newness,
the youthful dash and exuberance of
him. The tale is well told—some of
it-very well indeed—and is no small
achievement, but is of more impor-
tance as a promise of the possibility
of something better than as an earfh-
shaking affair in iteelf. It is of the
school of Dumas, of the Scott of
“Quentin Durward,” or, to come much
nearer home, of our own Tarkington
in his earlier manifestations, but Mr,
Marquand's actual model is Steven-
son.

And that is what forces one to he
Juet a bit severe with Mr, Marquand
because there is still too much Ste-
venson in his book. The giant's robe
flaps about his heels a little trip-
pingly. It was Stevenson himself
who advised the Joung wriler to
“play the sedulous ape,” and never
was.better advice. Did he not dem-
onstrate that Qimself? Here and
there his footsteps and those of De
Quincey make but one trail, Mr.
Marquand, therefore, is but a worthy
disciple when he falls into the very
gestures of Stevensgon himself—but
he overdoes it, and sometimes
emerges into an unhappy exaggera-
tion.

Nevertheless, now and then for a
swift almost rapturous momept he
does it so very well indeed that one
feels almost as if he were happening
upon & hitherto unknown fragment
of R. L. 8 himself. The illusion
passes, but it has been—and therein
lies a proof that Mr, Marquand has
made no mistake in choosing his vo-
cation, and also a promise that por-
haps in time to come when he shall
dare to fashion his literary garment
more syitably to his own figure, we
may expect much of him.

There {5 not the slightest hint of
plagiarism or of too much Iikenu-_ee!
either in character or plot in r-'u'm:i
that one Is reminded of “The Master |
of Ballantrae.” But here we have a |

Andivius
Hedulio

EDMUND LESTER PEARSON
reports a book dealer as say-
ing that there are two books
whirh men who like a good

are mmﬁly “mlmi up.”
¥

Thls:soneofl em. Itis
EDWARD LUCAS WHITE
$2.00 at any bookshop or from
E. P. Dutten & Co., 681 5th Av., N. Y.
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master who is protesting too much
| about his supreme wickedness, who is

go further is to court disaster, S:e-|
venson's characters are prone to run
into self-exposition at slight excuse,
but they never pass the probable
of volubility, whereas the
"Unspeakable Gentleman"” does. Al-
mosi he makes a monologue of me:’
book. One makes excuses for him—|

he drinks 80 mery many quarts of |

Madeira (and rum), but he nf-\'—_r:

shows the effects of that In any other | g

way than overtalkativeness, His
sword play and fist play do not suf-
fer, but his tongue runs on and on—
and on. .

One would like wholly to anpme
this book, for much of it is eo very
good. But under the clrcumstancesl
one [s forced to point out that if Ste- |
venson himself had been doing it he |
would surely have rewritten some
very rough places, would have re-
pressed the too insistent detafl, would |
have brought into prominence mmo'
important matters left a little \me,
—and, what a story he might have|
made of it! This rather comment is!
justified because, if it were Steven- |
son himself reincarnated, no doubt |
there are passages that he would |
leave unchanged—and it is hard to
express hizher praise than that. He
would have let stand the account of |
the fight on the Sea Tern, in which |
Capt. SBhelton retakes his ship almo-t
single handed—yes, that is a supmb
bit of romance,

It is all a story of xlllnp}nz inci-
dent, swift narrative, tremendously
alive. As such it is a welcome changa |
from the morbidities and posings --f
an overanalytical age. The plot
turns upon a conspiracy against Na-
poleon. There is g mysterious paper
dealing with the conspiracy, and
there are men—many of them—safter
The “Unspeakable
Gentleman," who is after all some-
thing of a poseur and not really so
dreadfully wicked as he pretends to
be, has the prize and will neither de-
stroy nor give it up. His son believes
in his villainy and tries to frustrate
him—sometimes one feels a little stu-
pldly—and the useful heroine hangs
around understandingly, but rather
in the background, until everything
is nicely settled. The minor charac-
ters are all well placed in the picture,
excellently done. It is immensely
readable; clean, bright, wholesoma
and inspiriting,

Mr. Marquand has gone to one of
the very best of schools, and has
shown himself a superbly clever pu-
pil. Doubtless one may feel pretiy
sure that when he next goes adven-
turing he will be able to walk more |
firmly all by himself, a litle more out |
of the master's footsteps

GEORGE WoOOD,

LADY BOUNTIFUL. By G A.
Birmingham. George H. Doran Com-
pany.

NY one who has once fallen
under the spell of Mr. Bir- |
mingham will open any new |

volume bearing his name with an
anticipatory smile, and ufiless the |
smile has to stop till the cloud of one
of his more serious moods rolls b}'r
it will continue throughout the book,
and recur at intervals as one cb-.‘a'a‘:
|
|

Continued on Following Page.

SQUARE DEAL
SANDERSON

By Charles Alden Seltzer
Author of “Beau Rand,” “Drag Harlan," etc,

Three short words—

“I'm Bill Bransford,” he said—
and this hasty remark let him
into a hornet’s nest. It made
him the supposed brother of
a girl who needed his protec-
tion. And he had to play the
game ﬂuough. For she be-
lieved him.

This is the poignant situation which
Chasles Alden Saltzer has sot against
die Sochpround of the duilis b
bulent West. It is a story that grips
the heart as well as the imagination.

A. C. McClurg & Co., Publishera

All Bookstores

LOVE-AND DIANA

By Concordia Merrel

Author of “Julie Takes Her Chonce™
A story of romance, love and
adventure, beginning in England
and culminating in the deserts
of South Africa. So full of inei-
dent and passion as to sstisfy
even the readers of Ethel Dell.

175
T homas Seltzer, New York

“Cosmo Hamilton’s Best Book.”

—Harper's Basar

Rustle

e

COSMO HAMILTON

‘A novel that recalls—

The triumphs of DuBarry

The romance of Parnell

The grande passion of Lord Nelson

THIRD LARGE PRINTING

Jllustrated, $1.90

Boston  LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY  Publishers

at all Booksellers




